The Hidden Treasure
within reach of oak branches for a fire: the men piled them
high and lit up their handsome " chits," the reed screens
woven in patterns with bright wools like Caucasian carpets.
When the police were safely installed in a tent lower down,
our host brought out a few odd bits of bronze. He prom-
ised to show me ruins next day, but they were not worth
looking at, and the sergeant was unwilling to linger.
In the evening over the fire the men spoke as usual of the
difficulties of life here without a gun. They told me of
one man whose gun was taken from him, who spent three
days and nights at the police post, eating no bread and
lamenting, until out of very weariness it was given back to
him.
Next morning the chief of the camp, who was no other
than our old guide of the night before, now full of friendli-
ness and apologies, led us on our way down the valley.
We had a very long day before us, and made it longer by
trying to shoot fish. Tantalizingly near and fat, they
swam about in the clear waters of the Gangir and the leats
that took off from the main stream. The policemen
enjoyed letting off their guns, and finally one big creature,
about eighteen inches long, turned up his fat profiteer's
tummy in the water and was gathered in for lunch. He had
been interrupted at his own breakfast, and half a small fish
was still sticking out of his mouth, a sight which made us
all exclaim that God is great. We then set off in earnest
downstream.
The whole of this day, through an indescribably desolate
land, we followed the Gangir River. We crossed and
recrossed it, losing it now and then in the chaos of red hills,
and coining upon it again, a green caterpillar in a cocoon of
reeds under which one could ride for short stretches in aisles
of shadow.
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